SCENE I.]              BOTHWELL                       39

BothwelL                                Be content

If I have any wit of soldiership,
;Tis not far off from this to the iron day
That sets on the edge of battle, the bare blow,
All that we fight or fret for.    Tis not like
Men will bear long with their own lingering hopes
And hearts immitigable and fiery fears
That burn above dead ashes of things quenched
Hotter for danger, and light men forth to fight,
And from between the breaking ranks of war
The flower must grow of all their fears and hopes,
Hopes of high promise, fears made quick by faith.
Angers, ambitions ; which to gather-and wear
Must be our toil and garland.

Queen.                                    My heart's lordj

I put my heart and hands into your hand
To hold and help ; do you what thing in the world
Shall seem well to you with them, they content
Live with your love or die.    For my one part,
I would I had done with need of forging words
That I might keep truth pure upon my lips.
I am weary of lying, and would not speak word more
To mock my heart with and win faith from men
But for the truth's sake of my love, which lies
To save the true life in me.

BothwelL                           It may be

You shall not long need to dress love in lies ;
This plighted plague of yours hath few men friends
To put their bodies between death and his.

Queen.    Nay, I think not j and we shall shape us
friends